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Henry. Never do anything until it's too late. I
shall talk it over with nannie. She's always so
sensible/1
Upstairs in the nursery: "Nannie, it's Stephen.
We're rather worried/'
"Stephen?" Nannie in her comfortable slow
voice, "What has he been doing now?"
"There's Uncle George in Delhi." That would
be nannie, by and by. "Why not send D. out to
him, then she could see Stephen/'
To Nannie, Delhi and Calcutta were like Lon-
don and Brighton, an hour in the train; just as she
always imagined Stephen walking in a topee
through a jungle full of blazing sun, palm trees,
snakes and tigers.
"She could take a friend to travel with/' And
in both their minds they went through the cata-
logue of Stephen's girl friends.
They had been clever over Catherine Scott.
Stephen had to admit that. She was not the most
obvious of his girl friends, and Stephen had not
thought that anyone noticed how much he had
cared for her. Catherine had turned up her nose
at him, but if she was willing to come out with
D, . . . Stephen drew circles on his blotting paper,
remembering her. She came to Totnes for the
holidays as a tall schoolgirl with an ash-gold plait,
and Stephen had met her afterwards in London,
still tall, still palely gold; pretty and witty and
nice to handle, with clothes that did not leap to
the eye but lingered there. He read the letter again
and scowled. Mother had been a little too clever;